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Monmouth Degraded ho 
' Or: Fames SCor, the little King in . 


A SONG 


To the Tune ot Hark , bark, the Thund:T:ng anmnonus roar, Oe, 
© 01/0600 ON TINN BY — —  _________ 


EE - | " Exhorting all the Clowns to Fight 
Againſt their God, King, Church and Right, 
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4 Ome Beat Alarum, Sound a Charge, Takes Care, for all their Wives at Night, 


As well withour as 1n the Verge, For Perkin, King in Lyme Boyes. 
Let every Sword and Soul be large, 
To make ous Monarch Shine Boyes : | | Y. 
Let's leave of Whores and Drunken Souls, 
h And windy words o're briming Bowls ; Poor Perkix now, he is no more, 
Let Engliſh Hearts exceed the Poles, * Eut James Scor, as he was berore ; 


*Gainſt Perkin, King in Lyme Boyes. No Honour left but Soul to ſoar, 
Till quite expu'd with time Boyes 


IT. But firft he'l call his Parliament, 
By Ferguſon and Gray*s Conſent, 
Such a Fop-King was ne're befbre Trenchard and all the Boars in's Tent, 
I; Landzd on our Wefterz ihore, Fit ;or the King in Lyme Boyes. 
Which our black Saints do all adore, 
' _  Inſpir'd by Tub-Divine Boyes : VI. 
Ler us aſſume the Souls of Mars, (Sword 
And March in Order, Foot and Horſe, *Gainſt theſe mock Kings, each draw his 
Pull down the Standard at the Croſs, In Blood we'll print them on Record, 
x Of Perkin King in Lyme Boyes. Traytorxs againſt their Sovereign Lord, 
| | Let's always Fight and joyn Boyes, 
IIL Now they*r Block*d up by Sea and Land, 
By Treaſon they muſt fall or ſtand, 
Preten:led Son unto a King, PALC only wait the Kipgs Command, 
| Subje&, of Delights in Sin, To Burn the Rogues in Lyme Boyes. 
The molt ungrateful Wretch of Mea, 
Diſhonour to the Shrine Bayes ; VIL 
Ot Charles and James, the undoubted Right . 
Or Ezx:lands Crown and Honours Bright, But cow we hear they'r allied forth, 
While he can find us work, let's Fight, Front and Flank **m, South and North, 


_ 'Gatalt Perkin, King in LymeBoyes. |, Nobles of brave Englends Worth, 


Let yougbright Honours ſhine Boys 3 
IV- \. Let Guns and Cannons Roar and King, 


i The Muſique of a Warlike King, 
The Sainted Siſters now looks Blew, 4 Andall the Gods juſt Conqueſt bring, 


Their Cants all Falſe if God be True, Againſt the Rogues in Lyme Boyes, 


Their Teaching Stallions dare not do, 
No mors but Squeeze and Whine Boyes; _ FINIS de 
"LON DON ; Printed for James Dean, Bookſeller at the Queens Head ;, between the Royal Gewwld 
FS oa thine in Dre Lot Removed oboe in Lorie Eid. nome 
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